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That Komeward crawl from Dreamland; and anon

My fancy flings her cloak of Darkness on,

To vanish from the dungeon of To-day.

In happier times and scenes I seem to be.

And, as her fingers flutter o'er the strings,

The days return when I was young as she,

And my fledged thoughts began to feel their wings

With all Heaven's blue before them: Memory

Or Music is it such enchantment sings ?

THE EYE'S TREASUKY

GOLD of the reddening sunset, backward thrown
In largess on my tall paternal trees,
Thou with false hope or fear didst never tease
His heart that hoards thee ; nor is childhood flown
From him whose life no fairer boon hath known
Than that what pleased him earliest still should

please:

And who hath incomes safe from chance as these,
Gone in a moment, yet for life his own ?
All other gold is slave of earthward laws;
This to the deeps of ether takes its flight,
And on the topmost leaves makes glorious pause
Of parting pathos ere it yield to night:
So linger, as from me earth's light withdraws,
Dear touch of Nature, tremulously bright!